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AS a reader of LESLIE’S, you are entitled to the full privileges of Leslie’s 
Service Departments. Make use of them —they are valuable bureaus 
of information operated exclusively in your interests. You are familiar 
with the assistance that the financial department can render—Jasper’s 
Hints to Investors was the first bureau of its kind in the magazine held. 
You know too the value of the Motor Department. 


Do you realize, however, the full significance of the new department 
Ask LESLIE’S? It means that you can ask this magazine any question per- 
taining to business in general—those requests, for instance, that bear upon 
the purchase of materials and merchandise to be used in your business 
or in your home. Ask about the things on which you want information; 
and Leslies will give you the information you need. 


LESLIE’S service is the dividend that 
goes with the magazine, to the first 


300,000 


You get your money’s worth in the magazine— you 
get your money back in its service. Send 
us your name for particulars 


225 Fifth Ave., New York. 
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MANNIKINS AND MAN-I-CAN’TS 


The Girl 


in the Green Box 


A Yellowish Detective Story with a Saffron Finish 


By GELETTY 


3URGESS 


Author of “Are You a Bromide?” “Goops and How to Be Them,” “Love in a Hurry,” “Ain't Angie Awful!” 
“The Yellowish Mystery,” Etc. 


CHAPTER I 


Y daughter Dainty—she is lost!” wailed Mrs. 
De Jijjiji into her real lace handkerchief—or, if 
not real lace, it was at least real handkerchief. 
“She is lost, Mr. Ferret!”” And her very pearls 
seemed unstrung. 

“Calm yourself, madam,” implored the Albinodetective 
‘*It may be that she is only misplaced.” 

“Alas, that’s what I am afraid of! What if she has gone and 
done something disgraceful—married a ukulele player—or an 
author? W hy, she may be down in some morbid Greenwich 
Village shop even now, committing paper-hanging!” 

“Surely not that!” interspersed Ferret, ‘‘so prettiful a girl 
could never be a hangster.”’ 
barking in their crystal globe. ‘‘Why, d’you know, Mr. Ferret, 
when I looked through Dainty’s desk, after her disappearance, 
I found that she had secretly been taking a correspondence 
course in undertaking! She may have undertaken some one 
already! 

“IT shall certainly investigate the cemeteries,” said Ferret, 

and ascertain if there are any signs of amateurish work. 
Meanwhile let me ask, had Dainty a lover?—any gent friend, 
so to speak, common or preferred? And as to which, 
who was it kissed her most successfully?” 

Mrs. De Jijji i for a moment looked as if she had 
swallowed an elderly oyster; then she recovered her 
usual unanimity. ‘“‘Why, she was engaged to’ a 
artist named Webfoot. He draws those eight-foot 
Elsies, you know, who wear such exciting undies in 
the Frantic Fashions Magazine.”’ 

“He and Dainty quarreled, no doubt, between 
kissing—or perhaps even while which?” 

“Of course, though, he was often sampling her. 





You see, Dainty wanted to pose for him, she always considered 
herself very good form; but she was only five feet eleven. The 
fashion editor, naturally, allowed him to portray only half 
witted ladies. And Dainty, besides, had a No. three-A 
mouth. It just fitted his—I have often watched him trying 
it on.” 

Ferret had already arosen. Reassuringly he patted the lady 
on the ear, leaving four dark-brown finger-prints. ‘I shall find 
her,”’ he said, ‘if she is to be founded! Trust your Uncle Paul.” 

And the joke of it was that Ferret’s name wasn’t Paul at all, 
it was Saul! 


CHAPTER II 
Intramural Eavesdripping 


HE sun had scarcely sat before Ferret had tracked Webfoot 

to his liar, in South 7o9th St. Disguised as a wealthy 
Venezuelan tripe manufacturer, he rented a misses’ size room 
separated from the artist’s studio by a mere partition. It was 
so mere, in fact, that, with little difficulty and a big corkscrew 
he had soon pierced a hole giving him a view of about three 
cents’ worth of Webfoot’s sky-lighted haunt. 

Perched unsteadily upon a three-limbed table tip-toe atop 
his bed, long the Albinodetective sat and watched into that 
hole. But he saw nothing—it was all there was to see. He 
even heard it, too. And nothing to smell there 
was except the dying odor of old dates the artist 
had kept in that room—and gradually, something 
else, too, that as the days passed, grew more and 
more so. 

So time passed sadsomely, like a poker player 
trying in vain to fill a bobbed-haired flush. Came 
a wild Wednesday, as Wednesdays will, sometimes, 
and at last Ferret’s lonely Virgil was rewardified. 

Into that hole (from the other end, of course) 
came a singular sight. It was a woman’s foot—bare, 
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Ferret heard voices, human 
and hispid—hairy voices, as of menlike folk 
“I’m through with her now! 
Ferret he!d his breath with both hands. In 
his terror he could hear himself winking 
Can’t we pack her in the green box? We 


almost naked! 


you know 


Jenks 


can take off her head and her legs 
We can get rid of her easily enough 
will take her off our hands.” 
Something was moved Ferret also was 
Great gulps of ghastliness gorged hin 
with plaid hair! 


moved 
He had seen a wor an’s head 


It disappe ired 


The sickening screeching of a saw a 
horrified hammering and then Ferret, pop 
eved at his peep-hole knew thev were taking a 


box away 
Terrible is the adult Albino vhen fully 
that. girls. if vo 


aroused. You must know git 1 
Ferret left his 


have any experience W hate ver 
room like a Nemesis, or any other tropical insect 

the dictionary ready to sting—or, more 
likely, to be stung 

In haste he descended the stairs But 
that was easy for a detective who was used to 
taking quick steps to capture criminals, es 
pe ially when those ste ps led downward into a 
narrow hallway odorous of oilcloth and Italians 

At the door he was just in time to see and 


in fact did see—or, to put it simply, he 
with those wonderful pink eves Ol his large 
green box being loaded on a dray The dray 


arove of there was nowhere else to drive 
Ferret followed it with his eves With 

his feet he dared not, for in his excitement he 

had forgotten to remove his socks and shoes 


and—just his lu the sidewalk had just been 


freshly repapere 


CHAPTER III 
The Dreadful Dr 


OINCIDENCE—what a help it is to writers 
of detective stories! 

Without it the most thrilling yarn would 
seem really true—and then who would care to 
read it? All those in favor will please say “1!” 
Contrary-minded—you see? I am right I 
am always right, except when arguing with my 
“And then you are always 


A 


wife. (A voice 
left, too!” 

Well, that same afternoon, Ferret, picnic! 
ing on the Bowerv, saw. loafing in front of the 
shop of one Jenks, a dealer in second- and 
third-hand everythings, a dray. And on it was 
green box 

\s no one was guarding it, Ferret jumped 
and tore open the cover of that 
box. Inside was—what did you expect, Eva? 


A boiled giraffe No 


of excelsior, like a Honey Dew melon ji the 


Sticking out of a wealth 


corner Ol a carpe nter’s shop, was a female head 
a head with bright plaid hair 
And Dainty De Jijjiji had plaid hair 
That’s why they had called her Dainty. But 
Ferret did not g: He closed the lid of 


ize long 


\ 


OME 





EXPECT 
THERE 


6 





that box to give more seclusion to a peculiarly 
strenuous smell It was like a soap-and-glue 


factory, working double shifts, in August. 


CHAPTER IV\ 
A Walk up the Avenue 


RAGGING the dead weight—and only 
Ferret, luckily, knew how dead it was, he 
was dead sure—of a box like that, a green box 
from the Bowery to Grant’s Tomb, was no 
child’s dream of a star. Up Fifth Avenue he 
could occasionally catch hold of the rear of a 
sea-going truck and get a tow for a few blocks 
but in Central Park, and especially along Rotten 
Row, he was mostly alone, hesadly reflected, with 
the lady who had once been Dainty De Jijjiji 
Why, then, did he not take a taxi?—r, still 
better, let a taxi take him The answer is 
simple. Ferret not only hadn’t any dollars to 
spend, he didn’t even have common cents 
Up Riverside Drive the going was faster 
From time to time he borrowed some affluent 
infant’s scooter or toy wagon and got quite a 
few blocks away with the green box before the 
Danish nursegirl caught him. Once or twice a 
policegentleman chased him and he made very 
good time indeed. But when at last he reached 
the De Jijjiji mansion he was almost two days 
behind his schedul 


CHAPTER \ 
Home at Last 


[' was a proudsome Albino that rang that 

front door bell And when he had dravred 
the green box into the drawing-room and 
placed it on the very grand piano, he gazed at 
Mrs. Zalinsky K. De Jijjiji with all his teeth 
twinkling, especially the four brass incisors 

“T have found your daughter!” he uttered. 
“T have brought her home 
is in that box!” The Albinodetective struck a 
pose resembling Washington Crossing the Hard 


ware. 
Mrs. De J. 
she remarked. 
“Funny! Wait till you see her and vou 
won’t think so.” 
‘I mean I don’t exactly see how she has 


hesitated. ‘‘That’s funny! 


had time to 

But at that moment Dainty herself entered 
the room. ‘“‘What’s that? I am in that box? 
It seems very improbable L don’t believe it 
Let’s see!” 

Eagerly she opened the cover. She stared 
“Why, that can’t be me!” she declared, “I’ve 
been over at Fort Lee for a week acting in 
comedies for the movings. I’d be there vet, 
only they made me sit in a one-piece on a 
dock with a he-lobster biting each of my toes 
while a cut-up plastered my face with flypaper 
Why, the idea! I don’t use that perfume at 
all; and I’ve never lived in a trunk in all my 
life. And besides, I have a mole on my chin— 


. co 
you can see for yourself. 
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Ferret and Mrs. De Jijjiji, 
muffling their nostrils, peered in 
at the head with plaid hair. No, 
there was no mole on that chin 

‘not even a chipmunk. 

“It is true!” they exclaimed 
“it is certainly not Dainty. Who 
can she be—or have been?” 

“Let me look!” A loud voice 
had entered the room with an 
artistic gesture. It was Webfoot 
the corset-drawer. “Ah, that 
green box!” he sighed, “how well 
I remember _ it!” He, too, 
peered in, and his voice grew 
as tender as a vanilla eclair after 
a forenoon in a sunny shop win- 
dow. 

“My model!” he wept, “my 
lost model which I boughted 
from the Westchester Wax Fig 
ger Company—that I intended 
to get eight dollars for, at Jenks’s 
And lo, what is this?” 

With infinite precautitude he 
lifted out a tin-foiled parcel. 

“T thought it had been stolen 
by the Venezuelan next door,” 
he cried, “‘but thank heavens 
here it is—my dear old 10913 
model Limburger!”’ 

And Ferret, glad though he 


Vas to el joy a rest, was glad not to suffer arrest 
END I was always fond of Verdi, whether on the hurdy-gurdy 


ITHe VERY 


Down with the Enemy 
This charge up San Juan Hill is great. How 


Camera Ma 


1 you put so much pep in the supers? 


Direcior Told ’em there was 
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HUNGERING FOR TROUBLE 
“Say, OLD CHAP, I’m sICK OF DOING TIME. LET’s GO ON A HUNGER STRIKE!” 


No Jazz 


seven plunks a seat I heard his stuff. 
And my pride in him is sturdy, but some people think that Verdi 
Didn’t utilize the cowbell quite enough. 
stock of wet-goods in the Qualified Praise 
“He is the head of our profession,” said the criti 
of ours,” retorted the theatrical man. 


“ And the dead-head 


Passing It On 


lo be kept out of prison a profiteer gave all that he had On Second Thought 
ide to a lawyer. The lawyer, to preserve his reputation of Caller—I have a bil—— 
«ing a devout man, yielded half his fee to ninister. The Office Girl—Dr. Everbroke is out on an important case. 
minister with the princely gift Caller—1 have a bilious head 
built a chapel, wherein he delivered ache and—— 
1 noteworthy series of sermons on Office Girl—Oh! Step right in. 
the Sin of Profiteering. And he The doctor will see you at once. 


was listened to, with much inward 
applause, by the victims of the 
profiteer, who did not know, of 
course, that it was their money 
that had made both the chapel 
nd the « hapel sermons possible. 


Same Way with Humans 

[here’s more joy in the swatting 
of one persistent fly, than of fifty 
tlies who mind their own business 


The Expression Is Outgrown 
“T never hear anyone speak of a 
‘leg show’ any more.” 
“Perhaps the term isn’t in- 
clusive enough.” 


All Balled Up 
“You play an ignorant game of 
tennis!” said the captain of the 
team, 
“Tt’s the fault of my racquet,” 
dodged the hopeful candidate, “the 
strings aren’t taught.” 


Next Year 

First Student—Did you have a 
wild party in Bob’s room? 

Second Student—Awfully sporty. 
Harry got sick on toasted marsh 
mallows and we broke up about 
Nine o’clock singing “Landlord, fill 
the cookie-jar.”’ 
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THE SIZE OF SELF-STARTER JENKS THOUGHT HIS LITTLE 
CAR REQUIRED—AFTER HE HAD TO CRANK IT BY HAND 
A FEW TIMES. 
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Buppies—A Dream or THE MILLENNIUM 


Forced Into It 
By Joun H. McNeety 


They sat with the ouija board between them on the table, 
looking ai each other with a tender passion gleaming in their 
eves 

‘What shall we ask the ouija?”’ she whispered softly 

“We'll ask it if we love each other,” he uttered half-audil | 
his voice trembling with emotion 

Chey placed their hands deftly on the surface of the ouija 
board. In a moment it began moving slowly, spelling out the 
word “Yes.” 

Miraculous!” she exclaimed jubilantly. 
Wonderful!’’ he articulated exultantly. 

After which there was nothing left for them to do but 

smother each other with kisses in a long and enchanted embrace 


No Wonder! 
“Why Dr. Knot’s sudden success as a physician?” 
“He has worked out an almost unlimited number of medica! 


uses of whiskey 


Getting It Straight 


“How much for the sho« 

“Beg pardor Iwo hundred and hifty dollars, or two dollars 
Hopeless 

Willis--The people in Mars are trying to communicate 


Gillis—It’s hopeless with our present telephone service 











Let’s ‘‘Hide Our Eyes’’ 
By Jerome P. Fieiscuman 


HE held a “book,” with “pictures” on each page— 
A current magazine it really was- 
And with the studied wisdom of a sage 
She scanned each ad., much as an expert does. 
Then suddenly, with chubby, dimpled hand 
She hid the printed surface from my view; 
“ Now, daddy, hide yuh eyes,” was her command, 
And I—well, what do doting daddies do? ; 


I “hid my eyes;” she told me when to “look;” 
In feigned surprise I stared at what was there; 

*Twas nothing but a half-tone in her “ book,”’ 
But I “made out” ’twas something very rare. 

She laughed in glee. ‘ Now, hide yuh eyes some more!” 
(Dear little soul: my law is what vou say!) 


eee 


She bid me do the same thing o’er and o’er, 
(nd so we played an evening away. 
* . * * * 


Ah, Father, to the faults of other men 

I would unseeing be as on I go. 
Because we cannot come this way again, 

I would sense only worth in those I know. 
Just as my little one bid me be blind 

So that I might enjoy each fresh surprise, 
So let me vision good in all mankind 

And to the evil ever “hide my eyes.” 
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Its Location 
Visiter—Have you an elaborate house? 


Willie—Yes mam. 
Visitor—Have you a “blue room’’? 
Willie—Sure. That’s the one pa sits in when he opens 


the bills. 


A Professional Secret 
“What is Burrows doing to that piano, anyway?” 


“He’s getting it out of tune for a Jazz performance.” 
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EATOVS A GOOD SOOKE AT THE OFFICE 





NEVE HAS SMALL 
CHANGE ATER A MEAL | 
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4 Day—Tuat'’s ALL. 


The Labor Problem 


By Wiuram Huse, Jr. 


lIMF. 1025. 


FAVE scene is an office furnished luxuriously, if a little 
7 floridly. Mr. Blank sits with his feet on a mahogany 
desk. He is smoking an opulent cigar. The door opens 
as a boy ushers in Mr. Blink, who steps in hesitantly, hat in hand. 
BLINK (timidly): Good morning, sir. 
BLANK (without taking the cigar from his mouth or his feet 
from the desk): G’ mornin’. Wha’ c’'n I do fer yuh? 
Bunk: I thought—that is to say, I hoped—-I might be 
able to persuade you to do a little work for me. 
BLANK (hostilely): Wha’ kin’ o’ work? 
BLINK (cringing): Oh, nothing—really nothing at all. Just 
a little bit of carpenter work. I’m a contractor, and a build- 
ing |’m putting up needs a door or two, and a few windows— 


BLANK: Huh! 

Biink (hastily): Please understand me, I don’t require any 
great degree of skill or speed. I’d be happy to have you do it 
in your own way and take your own time to it. 

BLANK: Whaddve pay? 

Burxx: The regular scale: ten dollars an hour for a five- 
hour day, triple pay for overtime, no Saturda¥ work—and we 
have an experienced chef who prepares your lunches 

BLANK: Well, leave me the names 0’ some men that have 
worked fer yuh. If they give vuh good references, I’ll think it 
over; an’ if us boys ain’t called out on a strike meantime, I might 
drop aroun’ t’ help vuh in a week ’r two, see? 

(Exit Blink, murmuring incoherent expressions of grati.ude.) 
Curtain 


ae HH ST a MO Lad 


A Freak 
“Very secretive, is he not?” 
“ Astoundingly so! Why, he will not even reveal his inmost 
secrets to total strangers in the smoking room of a Pullman car!” 


Its Way 
“How has the weather been here the past week?” asked 
the recently arrived guest. 
“Oh just sort o’ cynical,” replied the landlord of the 
Petunia tavern. 


A Problem Concerning a Triangle 
“ Briggs is quite a mathematician.” 
“How’s that?” 
“He’s been figuring in a divorce suit lately.” 


Not Any More 
“You recollect the story of the man who ordered thirty 
dollars’ worth of ham and eggs?” 
“Yes, that used to be a joke.” 
“Ii isn’t now.” 
































Pants 2 Coots 
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IRED, “WHEN WE sAW UncLE Tom?” 


Old Things 


By Watt Mason 


Iilustration by Ravtpu Barton 


EFORE the days of gasoline, before the speed fiends 
sped, I had a buggy painted green, and wheels of 
dazzling red. I also had an old bay nag that was 
a total loss, and how I used to stand and brag 
about that locoed hoss! 

And I was feeling pretty big, my bosom swelled with pride, 
when I took out my varnished rig to give fair Jane a ride. We 
scorched along by dale and dell, six miles an hour or so, and 
often I would rise and yell, ‘Just watch that critter go!” And 
Jane would sometimes beg and plead, in tear-pervaded tones 
that I’d reduce the dizzy speed of my old rack of bones. 

And now I have a gorgeous car—vou’ve heard its loud 
exhaust!—and it would give vour soul a jar to know how much 
it cost; along the street and pike we reel, and put on loads of 
stvle; a high-priced chuffer at the wheel, we eat up mile on 
mile. And Jane is seated at my side, she sees the chuffer steer, 
and while I gaze around with pride, she sheds a furtive tear. 

We passed a buggy just back there, and from its single seat 
a young man drove an old bay mare—by him a maiden sweet. 
And I can read the thoughts of Jane, beneath her fine new hat; 
she’s thinking of a country lane where once we drove like that. 
Oh, jings, that far-off rustic road, with maple boughs o’erhung, 
where Dobbin pulled his joyous load, when Jane and I were 
young! 


We journeyed to the movie show, to pass a winter night, and 
stars whose names all people know were filmed for our delight. 
Said stars draw salaries, thev say, such wads of good long green, 
thev’d turn a banker’s whiskers gray, through jealousv and 
spleen. The men were fine, the girls were fair as maidens in a 
dream, and every modern curve was there, to make the show 
scream. 

Sut of the show we both were tired, when we ererred there 
from; “Do you recall,” my ‘Jane inquired, “when we sav 
Uncle Tom? There’s nothing now so fine and nice, as shows 
of vesteryear; Eliza! How she crossed the ice! And Topsy! 
What a dear!” 

“Ah, ves,” I said, “and there was Marks, the lawyer 
out of luck; and old Legree, the worst of sharks; and Eva was 
a duck.” 

And we recalled some other plays by long dead actors sprung; 
oh, gee, those were the golden days, when Jane and I were young! 

It is no doubt a wondrous age, and marvels never cease; new 
triumphs daily hit the stage, ard all is slick as grease. 

But still the old folk backward turn, back to the trodden 
ground; and for the vanished things they vearn, with vearning 
most profound. The sun is sinking in the West, its splerdors 
widely flung; and things were surely at their best when Jane and 
I were young. 
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The Quest 


By Katuertne NEGLEY 


OBBIE started out to find the Girl 
R Mary Ellen taught school. She looked at him soberly 
and squarely. Robbie thought her cold and a prude 
Mary Ellen thought he was ideal. She dreamed a little 
dream to herself about a home, and him, and babies. 
Madeline worked in an office. She gave him a wicked little 
glance out of the corner of her eve. He thought her a flirt 
Madeline had seen a great many men and she knew them 
fairly well. She measured him for what he was—unsophisti 
cated; she was only teasing him 
Marcelle worked in the movies 
She winked at him openly Hy 
thought her bold and bad ; 
Marcelle was really unsophisti- 
cated and lived with her mother. She 
saw he was as innocent as she was and 
she was just practicing on him, for her 
great ambition was to act like the 


(Ahdt had 
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other actresses did 





. 
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Emmy Lou lived at home and N 
worked at being sweet and pretty. Her ye 
eyes were downcast. She did not look ¥ 


[~ £. 
* 
fe 


at Robbie at all 
He thought she was The Girl ‘ 
He called a taxi to take her home ( 
When she got him alone, she 

worked faster than the meter 


Pa 


Taking No Chances 
Billy—Would you be willing to 
take me for better or worse? 
Molly—I'd rather strike a happy 
medium. 


P , , Easy . . . Drawn by Nonwan Antuony 
‘What did he promise his wife he 
AS dies 599 Real Estate Broker 
woux give up: _ LEASE YOU UP FOR LIF! 
Drinking liquor in saloons \ THIRTY-DAY OPTION? 









TheSecrets of Polichinelle 


By Ricnarp Butter GLarnzer 
SECRET of Polichinelle 
ZZ Isthe“ Yes” in most feminine “ No’s,” 
The knowledge that Peace is a sell, 
The motive for wearing silk hose, 
The manner that politics pays, 
The reason why prices won’t drop, 
The cause of the shoulder-strap craze, 
The methods of squaring a cop. 


The fallacy that we are free, 

The fact that the servant is boss, 
The joker in couples of three, 

The staleness disguised by a sauce, 
The bunk in a candidate’s pose, 
The fake in the conjurer’s spell, 
Are secrets that.every one knows, 
Hence secrets of Polichinelle. 





cere 
Rectifying an Error 

“Why did you send me a typewriter 
who couldn’t spell?” 

“JT didn’t think you’d know the differ 
ence,” admitted the business college man frankly. “How 
ever, all mistakes cheerfully rectified. Suppose you try that 
tall blonde.” 


ER-GUEST, MAKES 
T-MINDED ACTOR 


A Forestaller 
Heston—Is Tremler as nervous as he was about the dangers 
ol Leap Year? 
Thomas—No,; he bought a solitaire and is wearing it on his 
left fourth. 


Making the Most of an Opportunity 
“They all say that young Jones is so awfully slow.” 

“Don’t you believe it. Why it took 
him half an hour last night at the sum- 
mer rink to strap on that pretty Du 
Vere girl’s skates,” 


Everything Has Its Uses 
Critic—This story is rotten; noth- 
ing to it but a lot of slapdab foolish- 
ness! 
Author—Great! I can sell it az a 
musical comedy. 


Mighty Hard 
“Forget the past,” cried the dis 
penser ot platitudes. 
“I assure you that I am doing my 
best to forget it,” sadly replied the 
man with the pinkish-red nose. 


A Veteran 
“What do you know of the horrors 
of war?” 
‘I bought some of the canned goods 
the war department offered for sale.” 


Never Can Tell 
“T wish I were as free as that bird 
“Bah. That bird is probably in 
the same fix you are, hustling to feed 
five or six hungry mouths.” 


Dearest, | WANT TO 
WILL YOU GIVE ME 
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Steady, Men! 
By Rup RENNIt 


PRETTY girl from Havana stood 

on the pier a little apart from 

the rest of the passengers who 
had come off the ship. Looking at her 
from any direction, her skirt reached no 
farther than her knees. It was a blue 
accordion-pleated skirt. She wore a pair 
of gray silk stockings and short-vamped, 
high-heeled, suéde shoes. Her shirtwaist 
was of white voile with a U neck and 
short a becoming straw turban 
was set low on her head. 





sleeves; 


Customs inspectors were considering 
her in an unprofessional way 

She wore her hair braided and hang 
ing down her back. No one looking at 
her casually would ever have guessed it 


Her lips were well shaped. Her com 





Barhedal. rq ve - 











plexion was clear and real, but the 
small, bright, brown eyes under her finels 


. Ex-Il er Secr 
things. 


curved brows had seen —meaneine-Oe.- 


You felt sure of it 
One of the customs inspectors said 


many 


“A pretty girl, that. If 
she'd put her hair up and wear long dresses she could pass for 
easy.” 

**N’ ll bet she ain’t more’n sixteen,”’ put in another 

‘Hey, John”—this to the man at the desk—‘‘ find out this 

little girl’s age.” 

“Which one?” 

“This kid with the short dresses 

She walked to the desk and presented her declaration of 


Here she ( omes.” 


property 

rhe half-dozen unoccupied customs men listened earnestly 
with dissembled airs of disinterestedness. There was some talk 
in Spanish and then she passed on with one of the inspectors to 
have her baggage examined 

‘How old?” was the question 

“Forty-five,” said John 


Due Consideration 
“Wasn't that you and Berger fight 
ing and cursing down the street there 
a little while ago?” 
“Ves, and I’d have trounced him 
a whole lot worse than I did, but he 
belongs to my church.” 


Still Working 
This article says there have 
Pullman cars built for 


Willis 
been no new 
the past three years. 

Gillis—Well, the fellows who used 
to name them have been working right 
along inventing names for the new soft 


drinks. 


Down to Cases 
“Yes, I have studied architecture 
amid the palaces of Venice and the 
minarets of Spain.” 
“(Good enough, son. 
what you cap do in the way of design 
ing a tin garage.” 


W. Kanes 


a Drawn by ¢ 
Now let’s sce a 
THE JUVENILE 


GROCERY STORE. 


SAY, ABOUT 


CHESS 


Drawn by Barxspace Rocers 


Sunday School Teacher 
Yeh, but what’s the use? 


] | ill i¢ 


WELL, WHAT 


ry—On#, BRING 
LIGHT Ht 





ME 


AN 
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ASSORTMENT OF 
ED CALORIES. 


PROTEINS, FATS AND CAR 


On Foot 
La Toucne Hancock 


1 rush across the street so wide, 
Wriggle, squirm, sneak and glide; 
Take no chances, which are slim, 
Trust to eye, and nerve, and limb! 
My life, you know, hangs in the toss, 
Once more, once more, I am across! 
Oh! pity, pity, if you can 

I'm just a poor pedestrian! 


Willis 


DO YOU WANT? | 





EXPERT 


TWENTY SIMULTANEOUS G4MES, IS SI 


13 


HERO 


ER-ER-UM-| 
1 FORGOT ! ) 


ro 


OF 
rH 


His Opinion 

The meek shall inherit the earth. 
The Government 
will sock on an inheritance tax so b'g 
that there won’t be anything left. 


Taking Him Literally 
“T believe in supplving the people 
with what they want,” said the astute 
business man. 
“That’s right,” agreed the chron 


borrower “You don’t—er—happen 


to have a spare ten-spot about you, 
do you?” 
A Life-Saver 
Browne All the world loves a 
lover. 
] v«ne—Yes, when a girl throws a 
man overboard, there is generally 


some other girl there to throw him a 
life-preserver. 


Accommodating 
“May I use your lawn mower for 
short time, Mr. Gloom?” asked the 
next-door neighbor. 
“Certainly, Mr. Mooch,” replied J. 


Fuller Gloom, “* but do not take it out 
of my yard, please.”’ 
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Drawn by Henan Pater 


Hanging Out the Week’s Literary Wash 


By Benjamin De Casseres 


Gilbert Sasses England 


HERE’S a queer kind of a male author run- 

ning around on Mephisto’s footstool. He is 

a pacifist. He dedicates his books to women. 

He calls all men fools. And maybe he kind of 

wishes he had been born a petticoat. Boy, 
page old Doc Freud. 

In the preface to Gilbert Cannan’s “ Windmills” 
(B. W. Huebsch) I find that the author regrets that he 
did not dedicate his book to “the first woman to take 
her seat in the worst club in London, the House of Com- 
mons.”’ I wonder whether this is part of the fine satire 
of Mr. Cannan’s book? Those English satirists are so 
bally subtle! 

The fables in this book were on the Index during 
the war. Fatland—England—is charmingly satirized. 
War is ridiculed out of court—an old game that 
always makes Mars grin; the German mind is laughed 
away—but why? I am not so sure the Boche didn’t 
win the war. Ask Lloyd George his sub-rosa opinion. 

Of course we are all disillusioned about a great many 
things, like Mr. Cannan; but it’s curious to notice how 
seriously these English humorists take life. 

Cheer up, Mr. Cannan—there are thousands of wars 
yet to come, and you and I and Lady Astor are less than 
atoms in the grand old roulette wheel of Papa Brahma! 

While waiting, give us back our beer, say I (Hear! 


Hear!). 


Old Crook, Go West! 


st (in Dover, Del., for instance) go West in 
order to let the dead past bury its dead and Begin Life 
Anew? Doesn't anybody out West (in Portland, Ore., 
for instance) ever slip up or fall down and come East 
to begin afresh, all newly whitewashed? Then, too, 
why shouldn’t an Easterner who has gone wrong 
sometimes visit Canada, due north, or Jamaica, due 
south, or step over to the Azores to hide his Terrible 
Mistake? 

Horace Greeley said, “‘ Young man, go West.” He 
didn’t say “Old Crook, go West.” Yet they all do it 
everybody, in fiction and in life, Buries His Grief in the 
Far West. Personally, if I ever Commit a Mortal 


wi does everybody who has gone wrong in the 
Ka 
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Error I shall hie me to the Kentucky mountains, wnere 
the still moonshine runs deep. 

In “Wine o’ the Winds,” by Keene Abbott (Double- 
day, Page & Co.), Dr. North is an Easterner. He is 
guilty of a Terrible Error. What it is, I couldn’t figure 
out; but he probably filled more frumenti prescriptions 
than the law allowed. Anyhow, he did the usual thing 
—bolted for the West, where he began bootlegging again 
by drinking the wine o’ the winds. Of ccurse the prai- 
ries, the campfires and the cold winters de him a lot of 
good. He soon gets back his health and comes to the 
top at last, with his Terrible Mistake all shined up to 
look like a statue of Experience. 

There is plenty of love and some rough-neck brawls 
in the book. The final destiny of Dr. North lies be- 
tween Goldwyn and the Metro. 


Our Ninth Ward Pagan 


"THE first hobo of which we have any knowledge was 

a poet. His name was Homer. He peddled the 
doleful story of the demi-gods from tavern to tavern for 
his bit of liverwurst and beer. 

Down through the ages the great hobo-poets stream 
until we come to the last of the race—Harry Kemp and 
Vachel Lindsay. The former has just put his Odyssey 
into a book, “Chanteys and Ballads” (Brentano's). 
Tales of the salt seas, shipwrecks, the drunks in the 
fo’castle, the galley slave of old, the restless heave and 
wash of far waters, the sagas of tramps told around 
campfires, bits from jail, the great swing of the wind on 
the prairies and the boom of rain on Harry’s whisker 

The book is autobiographical. There isa’t anything 
strenuous that hasn’t happened to Harry in his young 
life. And he has put it all in this book. Harry is not 
a John Masefield or a Rudyard Kipling or a Francois 
Villon, you understand; but he is that unique person in 
letters—himself. 


“Tell them, O Sky-born, when I die 
With high Romance to wife. 
That I went out as I had lived, 
Drunk with the joy of life!” 


So Harry chants, and so Harry is—gorgeous New 
York pagan! 


“™—- 














/UDGE pays $1 each for accepted BAD Breaks clipted from newspapers, magazines or books. Criginal clippings with source indi- 


must be furnished to show the bona 


1: closed. The editor cannot enter into corre sponde nee with contributors to this de partment 


Lap BREAK 1cce pled each week. 


Foot Signals—‘On her deck they 
hear his greeting and the skipper WAVES 
HIS ACKNOWLEDGMENT WITHOUT LIFTING 
HIS STEADY HANDs from the wheel of his 
craft.”—Philadelphia Inquirer. (J. H. 
Moylan). 


Marital Engineers—“ A crew of Nor- 
thern Pacific BRIDE builders arrived in 
Genesee Monday evening and are en 
gaged in repairing the BRIDES along the 
Genesee branch of that road.” — Genesee 


(lda.) News. (Edward L. Mochel.) 


Underground Baseball—‘“In the 
fourth, Dauss pitched two wide ones to 
Ruth, then shot in a straight swift ball a 


LITTLE BELOW BABE’s FETE. Oh, boy 
what a swat!”—Neu 

York Journal. (Ben 

Franklin 


Too Soon for That—* Postmaste: 
Finley informs the Chronicle that a large 
number of democrats from this city and 
vicinity are expecting to go to Dayton, 
Ohio, on Saturday to attend the FUNERAL 
notification of Governor Cox that he 
has been nominated for the presidency of 
the United States by the democratic 
party.”” — Hooperston (Iil.) Chronicle. 
(C. F. Davis.) 


Had a Fine Pair of Ears—“He 
looked up with dim, self-pitying eyes and 
saw the motionless, stolid furnishings of 
the cabin. He opened the door and 
HEARD the dead, unbroken SILENCE of 
the lake and the forest.’-—American 
Magazine. (D. G. Cole 


But Nothing to the Coming Landslide 


fide nature of the BAD Break. No rejected BAD BREAK will be returned unless postage is 


A prize of $5 will be paid for the best 


Comedy Colors—“Sometimes there 
is a bit of embroidery, done either in silk 
or wool in a contrasting color. An apron 
of PALE YELLOW ORGANDY IS OF BLUE 
SILK and shows a tiny cup and saucer 
in the lower left hand corner.’’—Boston 
American. (Geneva Durmond.) 


She Knew How to Treat ’Em 
“She had an extremely brilliant mind 
with a taste for higher mathematics and 
philosophy that attracted to her drawing 
room many of the most brilliant sER- 
VANTS of her day.’’— Dayton News 
(Lisle Bell.) 


Strong In Death—‘“Baruga came 
running to meet me, saluted and told me 
that the magistrate 

had fallen off his ve 

randa and HAD 





Libeling Arkansas 

“These cars, in one 
train, allowing 10 foot 
the car, would make 
a train 13'4 MILES IN 
LENGTH, which would 
reach from the EAS! 
TO THE WEST BORDER 
OF THE STATE TWO AND 
ONE-THIRD TIMES.” 
Fort Smith (Ari 
Times- Record. (Eugene 
Mur phy 


But Will It Cure 
Her ?—‘ Mrs. Will 
Hubble is right sick at 
her home being kicked 








BEEN KILLED, AND 
THAT HE WAS CALL- 
ING LOUDLY FOR 
WHISKY.’’ — Red Book 
Magazine. (Mrs. J.B 
Evans.) 


Thinking of the 
Spoils—‘ He said to 
day very frankly that 
he wants to make the 
subject something his 
opponents and no one 
else have ever thought 
about; something 
forceful, with a strong 
popular appeal, that 
can attract a united 
rather than a _ DIVI 








by a cow.”—Marion 
(Va.) Democrat. (David 


SHOWS THE FIRST 
Buchanan.) QUAKE.” —Plattsh1 


“FIRST PHOTOGRAPH OF Los ANGELES EARTHQUAKE THE 
VIEW OF THE RESULT IN THE SECTION DAMAGED BY THE EARTH 


Da Pr 1. Sharror 


DEND Democracy.”’— 
ABOVE PICTURE . . ; 

, New York TPrédune 
Lisle Beil.) 
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AVE we become \ ulgar and are we becoming more 
vulgar? 

Under oath, no one observer would dare to 
answer this question. No individual person has 
the right of investigation and breadth of view 

vhich alone would qualify him to give the correct answer. 

From surface indications he may driw a conclusion sufh 
ciently accurate to be convincing, but it wouldn’t be exact unless 
the towns and villages were under his view as well as the cities, 
the country as well as the more crowded places. He would have 
to know the present inner life of homes, schools and institutions 
where refinement used to be instilled and practised. 

From the general view his answer would be distinctly and 
undeniably—Yes, we are vulgar and we are growing more so 


the cities bad manners have crowded courtesy out of exis 

tence. Not so very long ago, in an American crowd, in public 
places and in general intercourse, there was a spirit of fair play 
that meant a sort of politeness, whether it was displayed by the 
man in broadcloth or by the less affluent carrier of a dinner 
pail. The one might be more elegant in garb and speech, but 
both were influenced by a voluntary regard and consideration 
for the rights and feelings of others. This has been succeeded 
by the law of force and the principle of let him grab who can, 
in the small as well as the greater things of life. There are 
exceptions in places and persons, but the tendency is a general 
one, particularly in our cities. If illustration is needed of how 
nearly so-called Americans have descended to the level of 
easts, a journey on almost any one of New York’s transporta- 
ion lines during the rush hours will supply it 

Vulgarity of speech and tone are so much the rule that it 
offends but few ears even in what, for lack of a single descriptive 
word, may be called the higher social circles. Note it among 
gatherings of young persons of no matter what class. Excuse, 
if you can, the roughness of their ebullitions of youthful spirit, 
which seem based on the code of slap-stick vaudeville and the 
tough dance-hall rather than modified by the teachings of the 
school of deportment or the example of réfined elders. 

These things of course are only the outward and physical 
manifestations of conditions within. If we wish to know the 
mental indications of vulgarity, the obvious proofs are not far 
to seek. 


F you would gauge the refinement of a people, you need 
consider only its preferences in the arts and literature. In 
judging ourselves by this standard no consideration need be 
given to the real or counterfeit highbrow. In numbers 
and influence he is a negligible quantity Note the plays, 





books, pictures, music and pastimes of our people and you 
will have a pretty fair line on the degree and kind of their 
culture. 

Judged by this standard the charge of vulgarity against us 
is well authenticated. Among our stage entertainments those 
that make the appeal to low taste hopelessly outnumber those 
that are clean or make any demand at all on understanding. 
The speechless movies are eloquent with vulgarity. Among our 
best sellers in books those with a taint make their authors the 
vogue and their publishers rich. The daily press, the Sunday 
editions, the majority of our periodicals all give evidence of the 
decline of taste and a lack of interest in beauty and sentiment 
In pictures coarse drawing, the lurid, the nude, or semi-nude, 
and the grotesque alone have the power to attract and please. 
In music it is barbarous eccentricity in high circles and jazz in 
the lower ones that mark our present-day degeneracy. Among 
pastimes, chewing gum in public ranks easily first. 


HE cause? Not one, but several. 

The money of the millionaires and the money of the 
millions come first perhaps. In America the money has come 
to both classes more quickly than the knowledge of how to spend 
it wisely, but it is there and a strong incentive to those who know 
how to appeal to the lower and uneducated tastes. The interest 
of these caterers to those who have money to spend is always in 
the direction of the most elementary and easily stimulated 
desires. 

The restraining influence of woman which used to work for 
refinement has weakened with her changed position. Now, 
with her new place in public life and in the world of business, 
not only have her own standards changed but she has largely 
lost her power to stimulate the ideals of men. 

The influx of ignorant foreigners, drawn not from the better 
but the worst classes of the countries they leave. Their horizons 
are their uneducated appetites. To them taste is an unknown 
quantity and they are easy customers for the salesmen of 
vulgarity. 

There are other causes and perhaps equally important ones 
and equally difficult to reach with a cure. Ours is not the first 
country to face like conditions. In some cases they have been 
the precursor of national ruin—in others national character has 
been strong enough to assert itself and overcome them. 

It is not preaching or grumbling to call attention to these 
things. It is well to think of them if we do not care to see 
America completely debauched. We don’t need to return to the 
narrowness of Puritanism, but it won’t hurt us to travel a little 
way in that direction. There must be enough Americans left to 
start the journey by first getting rid of the panders of vulgarity 
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Concentrated Hooch—One of thos 
never-say-die saloonkeepers, in whose 
more or less human breast hope eternal 
springs—a saloonkeeper, in short, who more pleasant. 


still conducts a saloon-——received an offer 


Highly Interesting—‘“I intend to 
give my guests a corking good time.’ 
“ Alas for the old days when the good 
times were uncorking ones!” 


Conclusion Jumped At Photog 
ra pher (a little peevishly)—Really, can’t I 
} . . 


The Glum One (brightening up)—If you 





Baltimore 








Uncle’s Views—‘'I hear you've to be 
married soon, young man.” 
do something to induce you to look a little “Ves, uncle. By the way, isn’t it 


” 


something of an ordeal? 
“You bet it is. I’d rather take almost 


from an acquaintance of two gallons of only would, I'll never breathe it to a any lodge degree.’’—Cincinnati Enquire 


genuine 100-proof hooch at $40 the gal 
lon The bargain was sealed 

Now, the strange thing about it is that 
the whisky was 1too-proof goods. rhe 
sale was genuine encugh. 

But the two gallons were delivered in 
eight pint bottles, each bearing a drug 
store lable, and each the name of a 


Buffalo Ex press 


away from him. 


Martyrdom— The 
who got four years for stealing seventeen business are you in? 
barrels of liquor also had the liquor taken 


soul, old man! Is it Scotch or Rye? 


The “Cushy” Job—Friend (to pros 
perous-looking motorist)—You don’t ap 
Kansas City man _ pear to be doing badly, old man. What 


Motorist—Oh! I’m a son-in-law — 


This makes his net Bystander (London.) 


licensed physician.—Syracuse Herald the stake— Houston 


Tests—The incident cf the Kentucky 


No Piker, This War Profiteer! 


punishment the equivalent of burning at 


Post. Heedless Query— Aindly Old Lad) 
Poor man! And are you married? 


Weary Tramp—No, lady. I wouldn’t 





landlord who certified the sobriety of one 
of his customers on the ground that the 
latter still was able to move his fingers, 
indicates the wide variation of the stan 
dards by which intoxication is measured. 
In Kansas City, as an instance, a man is 
considered sober until his money is 
spent.— Philadelphia Public Ledger. 








be relying on total strangers for sup 
port if I ’ad a wife, lady.—Answers. 


Her Idea of It Ur. Bacon I see 
that the Bedouin marriage does not take 
much time. It is said the bridegroom 
cuts the throat of a sheep and spills the 
blood on his father-in-law’s threshold, 
and it is all over. 

Mrs. Bacon—No, it’s not, either. 








Its Location—Mike—Phwat are ve 
lookin’ for? 

Mrs. Mike—Nothing 

Mike—Thin ye'll find it in the jug 
where the whisky was.—London Sketch. — nette (Par 


** PLEASE GIVE MI 
FOR MY WIFE.” 
“TweLve!” 


who are leading us and inciting us to worse instead of better 
things. 


AS something good come out of Greenwich Village? Most 

of the product of that hectic neighborhood has had a 
decadent flavor, but now we are informed that the femina 
Greenwichia’s local habit of bobbing her hair is about to be 
taken up and made general by the world of fashion. Under 
fashion’s decree lovely woman has practically freed herself from 
entangling skirts and, if she can rid herself of her time-consum- 
ing tresses, she will be still better equipped to contend with man 
in usurping his former domain. It is going to be a bit rough on 
future lovers, who will have no long locks of hair to wear next 


TWELVE TOOTHBRUSHES 


“Yes; ONE FOR EACH TOOTH.” 
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Don’t you forget that somebody’s got to 
clean up the mess, and I suppose, of 
Bio Baie course, it’s the poor bride. — Yonkers 
Statesman. 


their hearts, and upon the coiffeurs and dealers in false hair. 
What cares woman for these if the sex has really made up its 
mind to be comfortable rather than beautiful according to old 
fashioned ideas? 

Encouraged by the success of this example Greenwich 
Village might well go a little further and reform the sex in the 
matter of headgear in general. Is there, when one stops to think 
of it with a mind free from habit and custom, anything in all 
modern civilization so absurd, so ludicrous in fact, as woman's 
habit of putting on top of her head the numberless and useless 
combinations of feathers, ribbons, lace, fur and what-not turned 
out by the milliners to befuddle her brain? Go to it, Greenwich 
Village! 














A Bit Too Much—Durirg a corcert 
in a Scottish hall the official who was col 
lecting tickets at the door sought out th« 
caretaker. 

“Ca’ canny, mon, or ye'll be haein’ 
trouble,”’ he whispered mysteriously. 

“Whit’s the row?’’ demanded the care 
taker. 

“ Beegamy 
collector’s awed reply. 


was the ticket 


“T’ve let in two 


no less!’’ 


wimmin who said that they wis the 
caretaker’s wife, and noo there’s 
third yin wantin’ to come in.’’— Pi 
burgh Sun. 

Never-Ending Argument—The min 


ister had given a special address to his 
parishioners on the subject of domestic 
felicity, which had roused quite a lot of 
interest. 

A day or so after the lecture he met 
Sandy McPherson, who stopped to ex- 
press the pleasure and benefit he had 
derived from the discourse. 

“I’m glad you liked it, Sandy,” 
the minister. ‘“ And you—are you happy 
at home?” 

* Dod 


wife 


said 


aye!” replied Sandy. 
me’s had on’y the yin quarrel] 
since we wis wed!” 

“Indeed!” 
pleasure at this good report. 

“Of coorse,”” went on Sandy, “ whiles 
it’s been interrupted.””—L 


an’ 


The minister showed his 


ndon Answers 


Self Portraiture 
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WAS THIS CURIOUS INSTRI 


Christiania 


** ANNA, WHAT 
MENT USED For?” —Ker 


aren 


**Feenish the Course’’— The veteren 
Scottish caddie was out with an old gen- 
tleman who, by the time the twelfth bole 
was reached, had been in the 
bunkers en route, and had succeeded in 
breeking a club. 
“T think I shall give up at this hole,” 
remarked last to his indignant 


most of 


he at 
caddie. 
“Na-na,” retorted the old 


“ feenish the course, sir, feenish the course; 


worthy ; 


ye’ve got four clubs to smash vet, an’ 


nine bungers to dae it in.”—EFEdinburgh 


Scolsman. 
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FROM IT THAT THE STYLE IS THE MAN 


A Careta (Rio de Janeir 
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The Slacker 
jm Ridgeway’s eldest daughter Kate 
Was pretty, young and cheery; 
She worked from early morn till late, 
And never seemed to weary; 
She rose at five and lit the fire; she made 
the breakfast, washed it up; she har- 
ressed Dobbin for her sire, and milked the 
cows, and fed the pup, and dug some 
land and ironed, and 
Was never blotched or smeary. 


She cooked for all the seven men 
(They killed three jumbucks weekly) 
She’d dust the house throughout and 
then 
She’d wash, and never meekly, 
But with a happy little song. She rode to 
Murphy’s for the stores. She brought a 
lot of paint along and put a fresh coat on 
the doors, and bathed the kid. Whate’er 
she did 


She always finished sleekly. 


She got the voungsters off to school, 
And washed for them and mended; 
She had no evenings, as a rule, 
For when the day was ended 
She’d just as likely knit a sock, or set a 
swanking tub of dough. She walled the 
garden in with rock. She’d dust and pol- 
ish high and low. She’d mend the pens, 
and see the hens 
Were carefully attended. 


And all this time Bob Derham’s Ben 
Was hanging round, and aching 
To have Kate glance his way; but then 
She was too busy baking, 
Or cleaning panes, or scrubbiog through 
or rubbing endless rows of tin. Said she to 
me: “What shall I do to put the winter 
evenings in from eight to ten—encourage 
Ben, 
Or go and learn dressmaking?” 
Sydney Bulletin, 


The Dollar of Long Ago 

\ two-bit piece once paid the freizht 
And got a fellow through the g-te 
(nd, I recall, a long way back 
Hot peanuts cost a jit a sack. 

Aad how we loved the sandwich men 
A red-hot cost a nickel then. 

After the game—excuse the tear 

We drank a glass of jitney beer. 
Those dear old days, beyond recall, 
When one round buck would do it all 

—Chicago Tribune. 

















Then He Said It—Colenel Blank (to 
orderly)—I’ve noticed the marines about 
the post repeatedly using a peculiar ex 
Wherever I go lately I hear, 
“T’ll say it is.” What's the idea? 
Private Smith (formerly of Harvard 
Sir, the phrase you men 


pression. 


Law School) 
tion is usually spoken in affirmation or 
approval of statement recently 
uttered. The peculiar emphasis it im- 
parts to a truism with which the speaker 


some 


is heartily in accord has led to its collo 
quial adoption, I think. Is my explena- 
tion satisfactory, sir? 
Colonel Blank—I'll say 
burgh Chronicle-Telegraph. 


it is.— Pil! 


Recommended—Customer—And_ do 
you recommend this canned beef? 
Grocery Clerk (just back from 
seas)—Why, madam, I have 
nothing else for the last two 


Watchman 


over 
eaten 
years. 


No Mistaking the Language—He 
was dressed stylishly and he walked up 
to the railway booking office and asked 
for a “seaman’s return.’ 

“We only issue them to seamen, sir,” 
was the reply. 

“Why,” burst forth from the other’s 
lips, “you leather-necked, swivel-eyed 
sen of a sea cook, if you feel my starboard 
boem running foul of your headlights, 
you'll haul in your jaw-tackle a bit, and 
then- 

“Give him a ticket, quick,” shouted 
the train master. “‘He’s one.’”—Phila 
de'phia North American 


’ ecommended to Restaurant Owne-s 




















lune ADVANTAGE OF STRONG GLASSES 
—Kasper (Stockholm ) 


At Last! 


An Apartment 
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ATTENTION! 


SE DECOUVRIR 
EN PARLANT 


Au CONCIERGE 
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The sign reads: “Attention! Take « 


# your hat wher 


peaking to the janitor.” 


“Yes, | HAVE WHAT YOU WANT ON THE FIFTH FLOOR; TWELVE THOUSAND FRANCS! But 


YOU CAN’T USE THE CLOTHES CLOSET; IT 


a. 
il 
-_™ 













We were discuss- 


John L.’s Apology 
ing the differing scales of values that 


f 


make one man’s meat another’s poison. 

A friend of Theodore Roosevelt told a 
story of John L. Sullivan’s visit to the 
White House to make intercession in be- 
half had been dis 
charged trom the navy. 

“What sort of a chap is he?”’ asked the 
President, in his straight-flung fashion. 

““Mr. President,’ said the great and 
only “ Jawn,” laying a hairy paw confid 
ingly Mr. Roosevelt’s knee, “the 
boy’s all right, except he’s got a few low 


of a nephew who 


on 
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IS OCCUPIED BY 
BATHROOM BY AN OLD BACHELOR WHO HAS A LONG LEASI PA 


AN AMERIC AN FAMILY, AND THEI 
Le Rire (Paris). 
them 


He’s fond of music and 


Philadelphia Ledger. 


tastes. 
things.” 


To Save His Conscience — ‘‘ We 
mustn’t overlook the fact that Austria 
was against us in this war,” says Senator 
Penrose, adding, ‘we are in the habit of 
blaming Germany for everything, and if 
we don’t watch out Austria is likely to 
escape just penalties. Austria reminds 
me of Percy Jones. 

“Percy Jones likes to be called a regu 
lar fellow and quite gallant,’ said a mu 
tual friend to another. 

“But is he gallant?’ questioned the 
friend. 

“Well, I’m not sure. He changed 
his mule’s name from Maud to Bill so he 
wouldn’t feel ashamed when he licked 
it.””"—Chicago News. 











“Something Just as Good” 


By J. A. Watpron 


ONSISTENCY has been classified with 
jewels, and faith-keeping is an attribute that 
means fame as well as money. The politi- 
cian who keeps faith with his constituency 
continues to reside on Easy Street, and in all 

sorts of business that characteristic makes and holds 
prosperity. 

When a theatrical manager is consistent—when he 
keeps faith with his public—it means ample rewards. 
\ striking example of consistency by one of the most 
active of metropolitan entrepreneurs has attracted de- 
served attention. 

Although this manager had, season after season, pro- 
duced plays which indicated a wide range of enterprise, 
he became identified—-perhaps in a measure not wholly 
deserved—with that curiosity-inspiring type of play 
known as “the bedroom farce.” 

These bedroom farces as they were shown one after 
another did not disclose things of a nature expected by 
that part of the public whose peeping instinct was stim- 
ulated by a prospect of something quite unusual in the 
theatre; yet this part of the public went to see one bed- 
room farce after another, no doubt expecting that 
sooner or later something might happen. 

The worst that did happen was a succession of ex- 
hibitions of lingerie, with the physical disclosures in- 
evitable to very scant costume, and little else. Such 
frankness had long been discounted by the regular 
undress of the chorus in other shows. 

A farce, of course, is exaggerated comedy; and the 
comic elements of the bedroom farces revolved around 
that stock device of a fat comedian trying to hide in a 
confined space. The hiding in the bedroom farce was 
funniest when it was attempted under a low-set bed, 
and was made the more amusing because the fat come- 
dian had to get down on all-fours. This device was as 
effective as the custard-pie calamity that the fat come- 
dian in the movies encounters. And the plot of the 
bedroom farce was moral to the extent that it let the 
audience know—no matter what the jealous husband 
or lover in the play might think—that the comedian 
was really guiltless of any wrongdoing of the sort that 
has to do with the sundering of marital relations and 
the divorce court. 

So many bedroom farces came into fashion, how- 
ever, and several of them through the enterprise of this 
particular manager, that the critics began to write about 
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their sameness, and the more curious of their patrons 
began to resent their tameness, although the shows still 
“drew.” Their auditors no doubt still expected the 
impossible to come to pass. And then the critics began 
to discuss the immorality of the bedroom farce as an 
abstract theatrical idea, and to advise the manager who 
had done his best, conscious that there was nothing 
whatever in any of these “shows” that would bring a 
blush of shame to the cheek of any manager, that 
something different would be welcomed. 

Willing to take expert advice, the manager there- 
upon promised that he would produce no more bed- 
room farces. He would turn to something more novel 
and bracing. And he did. He kept faith with the 
critics, and still pleased that part of the public whose 
vagrant curiosity is always alert. 

To prove his conversion, the manager recently pro- 
duced the farce entitled ‘‘ Ladies’ Night.” There is 
nothing resembling a bed in it, unless the tables upon 
which massage is administered look like beds. For 
**Ladies’ Night” means an evening devoted exclusively 
to women at a Turkish Bath. And this farce details 
some of the complications which might happen, at least 
on the stage, when three men invade such an exclusive 
place unexpectedly and under the impulse of a police 
raid of an adjoining dance hall of a sub-rosa character 
that makes their entry through a window necessary. 
The three men in the case are two husbands and a vouth, 
whose wives and fiancée are in the bath, with the mixed 
company which such an establishment usually enter- 
tains. In this case a movie vamp, a very fat lady, an 
amazingly thin female, several shapely chorus girls off 
duty, a Venus-like mistress of ceremonies, a comedy 
negress masseuse, and the three young women related 
to the intruders disport themselves, all dressed as eco- 
nomically as befits such a place, and all candid in their 
conversation. The audiences that see this substitute 
for the bedroom farce—the manager can really say it is 
“something just as good”’—rock with merriment, and 
exclaim in their joy. They are so violently amused 
that if they blush at some of the situations, some 
of the revelations, or some of the lines, the suffusion 
may well be pleaded as due to their vociferous cachin- 
nation. 

The joke seems to be the manager’s; and it is on the 
critics, for that part of the public to which “ Ladies’ 
Night” is addressed is getting something it wanted. 
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Is CHARM INNATE OR CAN IT BE TAUGHT? ‘THERE 
ISN'T THE LEAST DOUBT THAT TINY MARIE CARROLL 
as El Benedotti ix “Tue Cuarm ScHooL” uAs 
ACQUIRED THE ELUSIVE QUALITY IN A MOST SATISFAC- 
TORY DEGREE. HERE SHE Is GIVING A DEMONSTRA- 
riON OF HER PROGRESS IN THIS “STUDY” TO HER 
reEACHER, SAM Harpy (Professor dustin Bevans). CAN 
YOU WONDER SAM LOOKS SO PAINED AS HE STRUGGLES 
VALIANTLY TO MAINTAIN THE DIGNITY OF HIS STERN, 
JUDICIAL ROLE? ‘THE JEALOUS WATCH-DOG LOOKIN 
THROUGH THE GLASS PANEL OF THE DOOR Is JAMES 
GLEASON (Professor George Boyd), wuo, OF COURSE, 
LOVES THE FINISHED CHARMER, TOO 
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The Movie Miracle Epidemic 


By Myron M. STEARNS (“* LENSO 


HE movies have got religion! 

Instead of going to a picture palace to see the 

underbodies of beautiful near-bathers or batherines, 

or watching that stirring tragedy of the under- 

world, ‘Hearts Hell-Bent,” or even catching another glimpse 

of the curious course of the custard pie, one can now spend a 

profitable Sunday morning watching late releases on almost 
any screen. 

At least, so the creators of these movie miracles evidently feel. 

They are designed to fill a long-felt want. The stage has 
boasted its miracle plays for centuries; even American literature 
has had its Elsie Books and its Pansies. But the poor screen has 
had only its fire-es apes and dark dyed double lives. 

Until now. But now, those of us who missed reading the 
Rollo books when we were young and less tender can step 
around the corner to the film dispensary and get an eve-full of 
Good ; 

lhe theme of these Good or All-Good pictures is substan- 
tially the same: 

Love rightly used will turn the trick. 


rected the work, showed admirable restraint, and achieved 
good results even while being Good 

Then we come to ‘Something to Think About.” More ar- 
tistic than ‘* Earth-Bound”’ but (except for the ghost) a little less 
convincingly real. In the De Mille tlm we have the—er—con- 
demned philosopher again, and the same power of love, rightly 
used. Here are fortunately no spooks, but in the last half reel 
love mends up a cripple and gives a blind man sight in a manner 
thet makes us wonder if perhaps a camera can’t lie, after all 

Chen there is a Mildred Harris Chaplin film called ** The 
Woman in His House,” with our old friend-philosopher once 
more, and love healing the crippled child in the last three hun- 
dred feet. 

And, as we go down the line, many others. 

Here’s the answer: 

The movies still lack intelligent individuality and leadership. 

Here and there is a Griffith or a Tucker, or perhaps a King 
Vidor or Charles Maigne. able to toddle toward tomorrow on his 
own tootsies, but for the most part the owners and directors 
and editors and managers merely try to 


’ 





Love misused raises—the epitome of 


imitate the fellow who’s getting the best 


Evil. Pictures Worth Seeing: results—just as he is watching them. 


Starting with the Goldwyn Com 


A CUMBERLAND ROMANCE” 


It’s a merry-go-round. The scenario edi- 


pany’s “Earth-Bound,” and Cecil de By the man who directed ‘The tors buy stories from books, or the 
Mille’s “Something to Think About” we Copperhead.” Essee Post—because they don’t dare 
stagger softly down the line, until at the HUMORESQUE* trust their own judgment on “origi- 
other end we find William Fox—Saints Jewish character story. nals.” The owners and managers notice 


alive! Talk about the Greeks bearing 
vifts, or the likely tale of the wolf coming 
to buy a ready-made suit at the Sheep 
shop, or Friend Leopard and his spots 
presenting Bill Russell the former fighter 
in a cowboy “Western” with religion! 
“Earth-Bound,.” in spite of being 
sprinkled throughout with platitudinous 
philosophizings worthy of Harold Bell 
Wright at his worst, is a rather remark- 
able picture, and worth attention in 
many ways. Its theme is the same as the 
others—stated above. Its story value lies 
in the always-interesting suggestion of a 
man’s return after death to witness the 
tragic results of his earthly mistakes. In 
this particular case the murdered indi- 
vidual is able to straighten out a part of 
the tangle, thus detracting slightly from 
the dramatic power of the basic plot. 
The double exposure work, with the ghost Ward aeve. 
a shadowy apparition, is generally well SUDS 
done, in one or two places (once where a 
dog does the star acting of the whole pic- 


Galeoto.”’ 
EARTH-BOUND 





fans. 


; axcelle ‘ scanciy ‘. 
ture) being excellent and surprisingly "Exceptionally good. 
convincing. T. Hayes Hunter, who di- 





THE WORLD AND HIS WIFE* 
Good screen version of ‘“* The Great 


Spook stuff—good of its kind. 
SOMETHING TO THINK ABOUT a million dollars and more according to 
More movie miracles. 
THE DEVIL'S PASS KEY 
Movie melodrama for a change. 
THE MUTINY OF THE ELSINORE religion ’— for coin of the realm. 
Jack London blood and thunder, 
confused but convincing. 
THE JACK-KNIFE MAN 
Delightful Mississippi River story. 
THE WHITE CIRCLE 
R. L. Stevenson- 
THE MOLLYCODDLE 
Fairbanks fairy-tale for Fairbanks 


LADY ROSE'S DAUGHTER 


Rather indifferent version of the 


Mary Pickford leaning towards 
Charlie Chaplin. 


that a miracle story has made a hit, 
and promptly ditch the Essee Post ma- 
terial, because they don’t dare trust 
their own editors. 

Last year “The Miracle Man” made 


all accounts. 
So this year we’re all trying to tap the 
same golden stream. We’re all “getting 


Gentlemen, it can’t be done. The 
chap who preaches from a sincere con 
viction can get by, every time, with 
somebody, no matter how he bungles. 
But the guy who becomes a convert for 
cash gets only what’s coming to him. 

Our “morality” pictures, in the long 
run, will mak: money only in propor- 
tion to the sincerity and intelligence in 
which they are conceived. 

There’s not a one of them that will 
win as many lasting friends as “A Cum- 
berland Romance,” that tells a simple 
story of real folk with sincere artistry. 

That’s no miracle—but a very com- 
forting thought. 


M. Tourneur. 














Noama [ALMADGE, AMONG THOSE NOW PRESENT IN 


Europe. SHE WILL RETURN TO NORMAL NEXT MONTH Posed Exclusively for JuDGE 
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THE COLLEGE WiTtTs 





Irrepressible, 


Mysterious 


“What makes you always so popular 
He asked the speedy young spark 
And she said with a grin 
As she powdered her chin 
I keep all the bovs in the dark 
Princeton Tiger 


An Objection 


} 


There’s one thing I don’t like about that 
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Surprised 
I heard that Jerry took a ‘Follies’ girl to 
the basketball game! ‘ 
Yes; she said she didn't see how the fellows 
ret away with the bare-leg stuff. She tried it in 
New York and landed in jail Dartmouth 


Jack-o’-Lanter 


Not Identified 
Did these articles belong to your roomer 


usked the detective of the landlady. ‘“‘A but- 
ton, three cents and a receipted bill 
\ receipted bill, eh?”’ she replied Then it 


aip't hit V ichigan Gargoyle 


Joyous, 


A Reflection 
Phe protessor Was becon ing exasperated 
“Young man,” he asked, “are you quite sure 
you are all right in the head?”’ 
I dunno,” replied Omar Oshkosh; ** but.”” he 
added hopefully, “I was when I came in here 
Notre Dame Juge 





On the day of the big party 
When they call you to the pho.re 
And say that it is your “real one” 
And you think 
How wonderful 
It is 
To have 
A girl 
Like that 
And vou sav “Hello” 
And she is very sorry 
And all that 
But 
She Is called 
Out of town 
And 
Cannot go 
Ain't it one glorious feelin’! 
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Irresponsible 


An Alternative 
“Shall | brain the voung fool?” the first haz 
said 
And quickly the victim’s courage, it fled. 
“You can’t, he’s a freshman,’ the other one 
said, 
“You'd better just hit him real hard on the 


Yale Record. 


head.” 





I'u NOT 4 LOCA MERCHANT 
WITH PRICES OUT OF SIGHT; 
Nor YET A UNION PLUMBER, 
(THEIR METHODS ARE A FRIGHT? 
I SELL NO ICE-CREAM SUNDAES; 
I SCORN THAT PIRATE CLAN 
PLease KNow I’M NONE OF THESE, BI 1s 
\ RESPECTABLE HOLD-UP MAN.” 


Cornell Widon 


No Mystery 
Mother—Good heavens! What's the matter 
with your ear? 
Sue—Nothing, silly; just a leaky fountain pen 
in Jack’s vest pocket.—Michigan Gargoyle. 
Ha! Ha! 
Absolutely—isn’t nature wonderful? 
Nobody—How’ sat? 
Home—She gives us all faces, but we can pick 


our own teeth Brown Jug 

















September I1, 1920 


Snoppy Quops No. 9 


THE SHOE THAT HOLDS ITSZ7 SHAPE 


| $722 $800 $920 & $10-0° SHOES 
FOR MEN AND WOMEN 


YOU CAN SAVE MONEY BY WEARING 
W. L. DOUGLAS SHOES 
e best known shoes 


SWZ \ 
—_— g Sa in the world. They 


‘\are sold in 107 W. L. 


““Douglas stores, direct\ 
= from the factory to you 
= at only one profit, which guarantees to 
= you the best shoes that can be produced, at 
= the lowest possible cost. W.L. Douglas 
name and the retail price are stamped on 
the bottom of all shoes before they leave 
the factory, which is your protection 
against unreasonable profits. 


W.L.Douglas $9.00 and $10.00 shoes are abso- 
lutely the best shoe values for the money in this 
country. They are made of the best and finest 
leathers that money can buy. They combine 
quality, style, workmanship and wearing quali- 
ties equal toother makes selling at higher prices. 
They are the leaders in the fashion centers of 
America. The stamped price is W.L. Douglas 
personal guarantee that the shoes are always 
worth the price paid for them. The prices are 
the same everywhere; they cost no more in 
San Francisco than they do in New York. 


W. L. Douglas shoes are made by the highest 
paid, skilled shoemakers, under the direction 
and supervision of experienced men, all working 
with an honest determination to make the best 
shoes for the price that money can buy. 


- L. Douglas shoes are for sale by over 9000 shoe dealers 
besides our own stores. If your local dealer cannot supply 
you, take no other make. Order direct from factory. Send 

for booklet telling how to order shoes by mail, postage free. 
stamped on the sole. Be careful to see 


President 
W.L.Douglas Shoe Co., 
145 Spark Street, 
that it has not been changed or mutilated. Brockton, Mass. 
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FLoy D 


Rhyme by Wu. C. Tircoms 


Drawing by Frep Murray 


Behold one of our choicest gems 

Floyd thinks he’s punting on the Thames! 
He never goes without a light 

For fear of London fog at night. 

He’s half in hopes to see the King 

He’s keen on All That Sort of Thing. 

He counts on his marked imbecility 





lo pass for one of the Nobility 

If you would please this Snoppy-quop 
Just sing out Cheerio, Old Top! 

He'll be as pleased as Punch and he 
Perhaps will Have You out for Tea. 
See how he’s kept in equilibrium 

By means of a kind of aquariun 

\n inch or two below the knee 

He changes into fish you see 

| hope that they are nice and tame 
For if they played too rough a game 
Like Lean-frog or like Tag, You're It 
My Word, he’d throw a Proper Fit! 
So that they won’t swim off too fast 








CAUTION.—Insist upon having W.L.Doug- 
las shoes. The name and price is plainly 





Took It Literally Force of Habit 


lhey’re fashioned on an English last. Mrs. U ppercrust—Before you go, you must Willis—Is he absent-minded? 
If something happens to their dish come out and see my Italian garden Gillis—Very. His wife is away just now and 
rhey play the réle of flying-fish Mr. Richquicks—No, thanks: I never could every time one of the servants speaks to him 


go the smell of garlic he mechanically writes out a check and gives 


\nd soar high o’er the bounding main 

(uite like a hydro-aeroplane it to her. 

self-made, Floyd has no use for books Why Should It? 

And is much smarter than he looks “T see some gent,” remarked Georgette That Frenchman 
He’d better be says dancing is simply hugging set to music.”’ “T now understand why the women’s sty!es 
If you ask me “Well, that won’t hurt its popularity any,” in dress are so abbreviated.” 


“Explain.” 


opined lricotine. 
“They are designed by a man.” 


His Probable Identity 





They say there’s a wild man running around 
| over in the Good Intent neighborhood,” 


| Farmer Field me¢ 
Escaped from some show, s’pose?”’ returned ‘All right.” | The Golden Calf was worshipped by 
er Bentover. You are to expatiate on the harmiessness of | The Israelitish ilk. 
I understand they think he my beverage, and at the same time—you | Today we see men idoliz 


No, I guess not. 


ped in that condition from the profiteers.”’ 


Subtle Wording 


“T want you to write an advertisement for 


know.”’ 
25 


The Change 
By Tennyson J. Dat 


The calf encased in silk. 
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American Notes of My But- 
ler, Horatio Chutney 
By Roy K. Mouton 


ti 1>>> awe 
Be hae -_£ =3 ee I ‘ates the bally tram-cars 
: . 2 p? : | H H’in this dashed surprising land, 
= eae || = Where the L’idies all get seated 





H’and the gents all ‘ave to stand. D [AM O N D S 


H’and the trine is beastly stuffy. 





‘we H’and street nimes H’i cannot ’ear For a Few Cents a Day 
= As some bloomin’, blinkin’ blighter sag Tae At eear tees Sega ss 
. , cha ; diamonds epon t money down wersatew 

’As ’is h’elbow h’in me h’ear. conte « day. Sper cent eda TN ee d. Bxtre § per | 


Worn the 1G! World Over 








Write Today gies. 2, He bareetes 
AMLYON ACO. “Liiedenlate New Yak Ie 


H’an Old Thing, ’e ’as told re 
That the Demon Rum is dead: 


That they took ’im h’out and ‘it ‘im HUDSON RIVER NIGHT LINES 





Quality First 















7 H’on ’is h’old h’and sinful ’ead. || Daily from Pier 31, N. R., at Desbrosses St., weekdays 6 
” Pag P.M.and 7 P. M. Sundays and Holidays. 6 P.M. and o 
’ ii at i e says, * John Barleycorn was P. M.: West 132nd St. half hour later (daylight saving 
. “ity : : time). Due Albany 6 o clock following morning. Tro, 
| Juste h'an casy one to w hip, . 7 : A. M. Direct rail « ne ecti oan t to ull pointe. 
PHONE, CANAL 9000 





H’and we've got the beggar walloped 
We ‘ave got ’im h’on the ’ip.” 





Foti My sweet’eart is a lidy 
Hi’d ’ vou h’understand 


ave 


BOOK ON 


DOG DISEASES 
And How to Feed 


Mailed free to any address by 











GEORGE FROST CO., BOSTON, MAKERS OF When we h’are on the tup bus, | 


| Velvet Grip Hose Supporters H’i cannot ‘old ’er ‘and America’s the Author 
| for Women, Misses and Children. Pioneer H. CLAY GLOVER co., Inc., | 











—— 


H’it’s diff’rent h’in h’Americ: i 
J po oe omnia Dog Medicines] 118 West 31st Street, New York 


— : “ Halong Fifth h’eavenoo 


| | 
— The blokes not only ’old their ’ands = —=- 
> ‘ But ug ‘em jolly too 
On the Road : , 
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Breaking the News 
Now the h’idle working clawsses, Small Boy—Mother, there’s a !ady on the 


They are crowding the cafés piazza knitting. 
Mother—Y es, dear. What of it? 
Small Boy Hadn't I better tell her the war 


is over? 


‘It must be me fatal resemblance to de 


a] 


declared old Jo Cose 
‘What d’ye mean?” inquired old Hap 
7 ’ . } ~ 7 ir } ] 
Hazard H’and are blowing of their boodle 
hos H’in a thousand diff’rent ways 
d rhe h’aristocratic people 
Do not seem so dashed well-h’off, 
d the plutocratic plumber You Know It 
H’ Pickadillv 'y ‘* Notice any improvement in the service 


Waude—I don’t understand Jack H’is the adilly to 
} . since the 





telephones went back to priv ite 


H’and such loads of sad reformers ownership? 





























: [ l morning I | l ‘a i. 
f Lil, and twer , ' Working h’in religion’s nime Oh, yes. It’s twice as easy for peop 
ele Disregard I ( ‘ H’i don’t want to goto eaven don’t want to talk to O get you 
I ng rmation With the blokes that play that gim« — 
' H’i would rawther take my chawnces Puffing Modest) 
: Exception With some others H’i know well She’s very domestic, isn’t she 
4 . 9° ° } . he 1 rly , Le WW 
‘ WI! Lwo in says one thing she generally H’all the h’interesting peo} le On “ She smokes only in ker own 
$ pposite Seem to be consigned to ‘ell home 
‘. ()} | mnt know When you propos Lo = —_ 
eo tesla “Vou the. ounce My word! H’and ’ow tridespeople = 
means Follow h’up their beastly bills 
H’and demand their measly money | Regarding Editorial, Subscription and | 
As It May Be For their ‘ats h’and chops h’and pills! Ad 
;, vertising Matters 
The United States of Utopia Ow they ‘ound the h’onest gentry 8 | 
=? ; . >’ eT Or ~<¢ SU’ BSCRIP ) RS office Jrunswick 
Che British-Gaelic Imperial Empire. I = the p yom nt her the Spot Building. ane Puch Ay tig NEW YORK cca aa | 
aa ‘ : hen nk is ve Wm. Dene ~ te anno ov jreams’ Bleg 
: Che Trotzsky of All the Russians H it’s a barefa ed, blinkin’ h’outrage Wm, Dawson & Sons, Ltd.. Cannon House, Breams’ Bldg. | 
: . | Py ve fre< the sited States, its dene em n Mexico 
: The Untied States of Mexico H’and a lot of tommyrot Postage free in the United States, its dependencies. and Mexico, | 
The Canned Germ unic F mpire foreign countries add $1.00 a year ingle copies of present | 
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Would You Believe It? | | EGYPTIAN 


By Jessica Haw.ey Lowe s a 
D' IWN by the brook, where trees arched y i bes a 
ne \ 


high, 
Lazy Lucy loved to lie; 
wzy Lucy love ic “Yhe Utmost in Cigarettes 
Plain End or Cork Tip 





= 


Down by the brook, where vines hung low, 
Lazy Lucy loved to go; 

| oved to watch the swaying vine 

( rope for new things to entwine, 









































y While she idled the hours away, | R ] f lt d 
ow Pre ious hours of a summer day. eop e of culture an 
ine. ; 2 ° ‘ 
Y. Once on a time, quite unaware, refinement invariably 
~ Lazy Lucv slumbered there . 
“a Long, long ago—and as she slept PREFER -Dei : 
Lo! The vine around lee | : eities 
Wrapped her in a close embrace, — 
Bound her arms and hid her face! | to any other cigarette 
~—— a robin sang near by 
‘Li Lucy, wake and fiy 
die ness has bound you fast!” OF 
Lazy Lucy heard at last 
Tried to meve, but could not str hn 
Panda or foot or head of her; 
| . : Makers of the Highest Grade Turkish 
lried again, and with a scream, nd Equptien Cgaretics sa the World 
Broke the fetters of her dream. ss 
Tore the vine that hid her face, 
—- Ran in terror from the place 
Lazy Lucy since that day 
Is a bee for work, they say 
And her name is changed, somehow; 
She is Busy Lizzie now! 
The Bottle in the Back Pocket 
“This fashion paper states that big hips for 
women are going to be the thing.” 
‘That applies to men also—that is, to the 
hue ky ones. ’ 
An Electrifying Fact 
Wiiis—What do you think is the best way ° 
to electrifv the railroads? Drawn by A. B. Waker 
Gillis—Give them a square deal. Ir Boppy Crusoe Hapn’t Been Rescuep Sooner 
i 
Not Polluted by Pawing Immune A Young Sport : 
Customer-—-Young man, do you handle Jones “William Jennings Bryan has sounded the Johnny—l’ve got a quarter. 
& Smitheimer’s clot hing? tocsin, and . Tommy—Come on then. I’m going to take 
-< Clerk—No, sir; we handle nothing. Every “That’s all right!” interrupted J. Fuller you and get us some candy! 
article of clothing we sell is in a Seeld Tyte Gloom. “I have taken an anti-toxin.” 
Envelope. Lovely Woman 
It Would Seem So ‘George, I wish you’d stop smoking.” | 
The Handy Man Teacher—Now, Tommy, what are the two “Eh?” 1 
Urs. Newlywed—My dear, I’m afraid smok- classes of people in this country? “But you may keep on bringing me coupons, | 
ing in the house is going to ruin the curtains. Tommy—lI'm afraid I don’t know. of course.’ i 
| Ur. Newlywed—By Jove! darling, I never Teacher—Oh, yes, you do! Come on now: | j 
thoug! t of that. . Ge me my tool kit and I'll Capital and— ae ern aie or 
take them down right away. Tommy—Oh, yes! Capitalists and Strikers. _ Period is masculine. 
-_ ae _—- Comma is feminine. 
; Semi-colon is martriage, the male as 
usual paying with individual rights for the em- 
bellishment of the female, 


? Question: God. 
Exclamation: the Devil. 
“= : Colon is super-male, the unfoldment of 












(ie A Better Days’ | Work is the contribution of : greater vistas. 

o> Flowers to the business world’s efficiency. S 7 Gist Tie. Geande 

See what a difference they’ll make on your desk. © ee ae y: = 
& Dash: the bachelor, enemy to the circle. 


It's good business to remember your customers with Flowers 
through the Florists’ Telegraph Delivery Association 





() Parenthesis: the offshoot, cribbed and 
| confined, not yet standing alone. 
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Send You a Lachnite 
Dodie sendapenny. Just ““Send me a Lachnite mounted fn a solid 
ving. ee = 19. day's free t trial,” Wew will mail it hoy right 
it comes mere! ith tmanand 

you, or any of your friends cant 


wear Frome a ton’ 10 full er 
adiamond, send it back ae we will return ins deposit. But 
you decide to bay it-send us $2.50 @ month unti! $18.75 hes been 


Write Today %4 decd “name ey lemadiade = 


men's). 
Be sure to send your finger eise 


ae pte Free Book 





hows how su can become a skilled player 

of piano or organ in your own home at 

one- quarter usual cost Dr Quinn's 

Written Method is end reed y 

| icians and } is. 7 State Conservatories Suc ful 25 
year Play chords at onze and « Sualoos aheen tn on ry ke within 
© Ses0One. cient yet easy t ferstand. Fully illustrated. For 
beginners or teacher id r young Al! music tree Diploma granted 
Writ today ro How to , ~~ — an” 


M. L. Quinn so er neler, Studio it, ‘ste Columbia Road, Boston, 25, mas 


Presto! 
| is, indeed, the age of surprises 


Who would have believed ten years ago that 
ilk would disappear and wood alcohol would 
place . 
That instead of eggs we should have gum 
drops and chocolates for lunch? 
That it would require a “pull” with the 
grocer to get sugar for your coffee? 


That instead of wearing our trousers out 
we should wear them inside out? 


Baited 
He—I wish I were a fish. 
She—W hy? 
He—lI'd find coral just like your lips and 
kiss it all day long 


Ske—But you don’t have to do that 
He (rapturously Do you mean ? 
Sie lo be a fish 
Close Quarters 
D | wonder what ever started Miss 
Jenks on her career of financial speculation 


P one probably heard it 


to be ucezed in the stock marke 


was pe ssible 


' 
Extremity 


Va Hi ( Yes, but I’m wearing 






WHAT EVERY GIRL] 
SHOULD KNOW ,. 


irl SENT PREPAID FOR ONLY 2O0c. 


| th rol an ‘ ia i ‘ 
press ed by the postal thorities we are “ 
mitted to send it t ) 
It contal ~ re put t ; 
not ft >t 





TRU TH PUB. co. Dept w 1402 anion N.Y 
GET WELL-BE YOUNG-GROW TALL 









T his ( U nive rersit 
the « 
Ort 


discovery is the most important health invention of 
if remakes and rejuvenates the Human Body. It 
nal spines. it frees impinged and irritated nerves, corrects con- 
hortened ligaments, «liminates congestion improves circula 
< of the body. it will increase the body's 8 length. | 
THe PANDICULAT co. 305- Bidg., , o. 








The Limerick that Couldn’t 


Let Go 
By Kurt QUILLER 


GENUINE Princess named Irma 
4 
“*T’m looking,”’ said she, 
“For a fit like a T, 
If it costs like the D 


\ modiste of Avenue Mad 
If I don’t finish a line 
For a lac of Rupees 
Came across like a breeze 

With some goods that got Irma in bad. 


it’s too sad— 


One thousand silk threads to the ell, 
Each a different color . . . well, well; 
If the dye had been faster, 

Or the princess of plaster 

But wait till I ring the stage bell 


of cours 


Enter Princess—a tank scene 
Prince Begun rather fat plaved the horse 
He dove under the water 

lo save the King’s daughter 


From a knave, later drowned in remorse 


Rehearsals went off in a lark 

All costumes a l’Asbury Park 

But the night of the show 

With four kings in a rov 

Princess Irma, it’s sinful—but hark! 

Chink of Egypt as Antony knew her 

Chink of Venice as Whistler once drew her, 

Himalayas of jam 

Down, my muse, and be caln 

Without doubt you might overdo her 

She plunged The band played “ Yum 
Yum,” 

Four kings held their breat 

Returned with the star 

lad in coal tar 


h ‘til Begum 


But « 
And colors one thousand and some 
g nd gum 
May go in the climate of home 
But in far off Cathay 
And warm water, thev say 
Her Kellerman struck four kings dumb. 


Snug costumes ot cotton a 


V 
Mav I hint, mv dear mistress Nancy 
Though 


Sir 


a moral is one thing vou can’t see. 
ice on verv fine tissues 
Hang delicate issues 
Leave something in vour o fancy 
At the Movies 

“A Modern "in tour parts. 
Matri 
Har 
Acri | 
Ali 


Marriage 





MONY 


The Social Triangle 
“What kind of a society career did the 
Richquickes have? 
‘They were analyzed, 
ostracized.” 


criticized and then 


Once journeyed to New York from Burmah. 


, I won’t murmur.” 


FCS dent” 
Suspenders 


for comfort 


Every pair guaranteed 


MARS AT SHIRLEY MASSACHUSETTS 








“MADE AT al GARS 


Prima Facie 


‘That man has got a lot of executive 
tbilitv.” 

But he has go nuch of job ; 

‘That may be: but didn’t vou ever notice 
how nice his wife treats hi ag 


A Better Front 

Vrs. Browne—People talk about me just 
erribly 

Ur. Browne—Perhaps, if you did not wear 

your gowns so low the backbiters might be 


discouraged 


Sure Proof 

First Revenue Officer 

sure that the stuff we 

cellar isn’t home-made 

Second Revenue ( hie er 
like booze 


What makes you so 
pinched in that guy’s 
booze? 


Because it tastes 


Te died Ee Ee Eddins 
In France the janitor of an apartment 
What he is 
doesn’t lock so well i 


house is called a concierge 
called in 
print. 


this country 


Smoother Now 
Uncle Ezra—What ever 


smooth voung fellow that used to come through 


became of that 


here selling plowshares? 
Uncle Eben—Oh, he still comes throvgh 
here, only he’s selling oil shares now. 


Rising Action 

“Who can give the 

the plot of this short 
instructor. 


‘rising action’ of 


story wad 


1 
asked 


“TI should judge that it begins at the point 
where the young wife uses a half cupful of 
baking powder in her first biscuits,” answered 


a bright pupil 


Figure It Out for Yourself 

Wife—I got such a fright the other eve- 
ning. George came home early and I didn’t 
know it, and then I heard some one moving 
upstairs. I felt sure there was a man in the 
house. 

V isitor—How relieved you must have been 
to find it was nothing like that. 
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Full Moments 


By Berton BRALEY 


|» a world that is restless and troubled 


soul 

It’s hard.to find comfort or peace and con 
tent, 

ife’s chuckful of a worry and sorrow and 
dole: 

It’s all just a struggle for clothes and for 
rent. 

it sometimes we win to a partial reprieve 


From woe and despair, and life runs like a 
psalm, 

hen through the blithe magic of cooks we 
achieve 

Phat splendid, distended, post-prandial calm. 


\ 


Vhen diaphragms tend to a contour convex 





We look on the world in a dubious way 

- spirits we fret and our minds we perplex 

With serious problems that front us today 
when all - abdomen’s curves grow con 
cave 


And arts culinarv have given their balm 
We smile in our comfort. and thus we behave 
With splet did dis stended post prandial « alm 


lerhaps our physicians don’t wholly approve 
Of quite such indulgence, but how shall we 
touch 
That mood of content that’s too lazy to move 
Unless we have eaten a little too much? 
Though gluttony’s wicked, as copybooks teach 
We gain, now and then, a sweet guerdon 
therefrom, 
When, ’mid the world’s clamor, we eat till we 
reach 
rhat splendid, distended, post-prandial calm! 


Promising Kid 

Mrs. Willis—Little Willie has taken the clock 
I] apart, lost half the pieces and won't be able 
» put them together again in a month. Shall 
| whip him? 

Ur. Willis—No, indeed. When he grows vp 
id goes into the garage business for himself 
ome car-owner will pay him ten dollars an 
our for doing that very thing 





A Shaker Family 
ither Furnace 
Mother shakes the ) Rugs 
Daughter | Shimmy 
Son Dice 
A Deadlock 
“Is that Mr. Wampum you have on the 
ire?” 
“No, his telephone clerk.” 
“T won’t come to the ’phone until the prin 
ipal gets on the wire.” 
“Neither will he.” 
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G FOR HEADACHE, NEURALGIA. INFLUENZA AND ALL PAIN = “Have you any vacant houses?” 





4 I AB i BE H ‘Ss the urbane real estate man. “And I think I 
[Ask For AK Tabs could rent that if I tried.” 



























































~ Free Trial 


you may have any instrument with complete musical outfit, 

bs a week’s free trial at home. No obligation to buy. Return 
it at our expense after trial if you wish. No charge for trial. 
Outfit includes velvet lined case, self instructor, music and all 
accessories at factory cost. A tremendous saving. 


Convenient Monthly Payments 


A few cents a day will pay for instrument and outfit. This offer 
gives you genuine Wurlitzer instruments, known all over world 
for artistic quality. Have one now for Free Trial. 


Send Coupon for Beautiful New Catalog i 
Every instrument known illustrated with price, easy terms and i 
free trial blank. Catalog absolutely free. ‘rite today. 








The Rudolph Wurlitzer Co., Dept. 2386 
117 E. 4th St., Cincinnati, O.—329 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago 


Send me your new catalog illustrated in color with full details of 
Wurlitzer Complete Outfits and free trial and easy payment offer. 


. ‘ E 
200 YEARS OF INSTRUMENT MAKING ‘ 


Cincinnati 
117, B. in 

















His Definition The Real Thing 
Teacher—W hat is the “ultimate consumer’’? “Cuba Libre” used to be a rather common 
Willie Willis—It’s me; the guy chat eats last phiase during the Spanish-American war 
when there’s any company But now it means something. 


os 
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oop ts A Minor AFFAIR Ir’s GiRLs 


A Fair Patient Must Be a Mistake 
“Yes,” said the doctor, “I can build you up.” Cashier—You are overdrawn $900. 
Goody, doctor, And can you give me one Fair Depositor—Impossible. Why, the last 
of these fashionable new shapes?” time I was here you told me my balance was 


*| $100, and there hasn’t been a one of the ten 
checks I have drawn since that has been over 
$100. 







Homes in Demand 






“Only the toy house in the window,” said 
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Ye an learn Fox- 

Learn to Dance? (o.."(2"e3 
[wo-Step, Waltz and latest “up-t it 
ciety dances in your own home by the wonderful * 
Peak System of Mail Instruction 
New Diagram Method. Easily learned; no m 


isic need- 


ed; thousands taught successfully 
Write for Special Terms. Send foday for FREE infor- 
mation and surprisingly low offer 


WILLIAM CHANDLER PEAK, M. B 
Room 602 821 Crescent Place Chicago, ti! 





Retore Using Marvel 


MARVEL, 546 4th Avenue, 


After Using Marvel 


The Usual Meaning 


‘Ah, Mr. Gloom! How young you ar 
looking!” 
“That will do!” snarled J. Fuller Gloom 


“] am aware that I am approaching the sere 
and yellow stage, but lamnot yet as old as all 
that!” 


Both Payer and Payee 
Wife—John, dear, would you like me to give 
you a diamond for your birthday? 
Husband—No; you know I can’t afford to 
pay for a diamond just now. 


The Golden Mean 
Chere would be a lot more silence if people 


talked only of the things they know, 


His Version 


Theatrical Manager (reading card)—Dan D 
Stepper, V. ¢ So! You've been cited for 
bravery! 

Actor—Oh, no! That means “very clever.” 


Y DONT YOU write > 


a 


WORDS FOR A SONG 


WELL MELP-~-vVOU ALONG 


By composing the music FREE and publishing 
Sen 


same. d perms teda,. 
A. T. LENOX CO., 271 W. 125th St., N.Y. 
— ———~s 











Keep Yourtikin-Peres 
Active and Healthy 
With Cuticura Soap 


Soap, Ointment, Talcum,25c.everywhere. For sam 
address: Cuticura Laborateries,Dept. 7, 
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Pittsburgh, Pa. 








My Lady’s Dress 


By Sretira V. KettermMaAn 


My Lady’s dress is fair to see, 
As forth she fares so airily; 
Although we’re prone to criticize, 
There is no evil in her eyes 

She is the pink of purity! 


We’re shocked at the transparency 

Of what she wears! But Goodness Me— 

Men wove the stuff! Then they chastise 
My Lady’s dress! 


It is too short for decency 
In very truth, we saw her knee, 
When she stept on the car! Tho’ wise— 
Stone-deaf to all the gasped O My’s! 
But who decrees what it shall be? 

My Lady’s dress: 


Famous Names of Fiction 
Mamie Taylor. 
Tom Collins. 
Tom and Jerry. 


Col Ri key 


An Imagist 


First Author — My mother always thought 
I would be a remarkable man 
Second Author—No wonder you have so 


much imagination. You inherited it! 
Why, Indeed! 
Why doth said busy little bee 
Improver of each hour 
Shove his old stinger into me 
With all his spiteful power? 


Experienced 
First Guest (at a smart wedding) —Wonderful 
experience, this getting married. 
Second Guest—Ever tried it? 
“T once married the bride.” 


Pet Names 
I’m going to call my airplane, “ Truth,” 
"Twill spare me lots of pain, 
For when it’s crushed to earth, forsooth, 
Why, it will rise again! 


As You Wish 
Patient—What, three dollars for pulling a 
tooth? You certainly earn your money quickly. 
Dentist—Oh, if you prefer, I can do it very 
slow ly. 


Willie’s Enthusiasm 
“So you’ve got Willie intenested in Sunday- 
sé hool?’”’ 
“Yes,-he’s upstairs now picking an All-Saints 
Eleven.” 


Your Perfume or Your Life 


“John, John; I hear he’s 


a burglar . 


after my jewels.” 


“Jewels, thunder! Give me that gun; he’s 


after your cologne.” 


The Sphinx Speaks 
After forty a woman never laughs unless she 
means it. 





JUDG! 




















“No Man’s Land” 


By David Robinson 


HIS clever picture, a reproduction of 

of the many poy co\ f JUDGI 
in full colors, mounted on a heavy mat, 11x14 
ready for framing, makes an attractive I 
tion for any man’s “Land.” 
It will be mailed post free upon receipt 


twenty-five cents, Cash or stamps. 


Judge Art Print Department 
215 Fifth Avenue New York City 





Overwhelming Opulence 
“Hack Peddicord is what you'd call well 
fixed, hain’t he?” asked a neighbor. 
“Well fixed?” echoed Gap Johnson, of Rum- 
pus Ridge, Ark. “Why, man alive, he’s plump 
rich!—he’s got six shirts!” 


Looking for Trouble 
West—I'm keeping a diary now. 
North—Man, man! Haven’t you got enough 
to conceal from your wife without that? 


Come Again! 
“What did you say?”’ 
“Nothing.” 
“Of course. 
this time?” 


But how did you express it 


The Sayings of Little Marian 
“The horse and the cow is in the field,” read 
the teacher. “Now Marian, what is wrong 
with that sentence?” 
Little Marian, better versed in politeness 
than in grammar, answered promptly: 
“The lady should be mentioned first.” 


In Consideration of Editorial Needs 
“Marie,” said the Poet, “put in 
obituary ‘no flowers, only a few stamped 


envelopes.’ ”’ 


mv 


All Arranged 
Willis—Is everything all arranged for your 
operation ? 

Gillis—Yes. The doctor has made 
very searching inquiries of my banker, and 
I’ve talked things over informally with the 
undertaker. 


some 
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HIS LIFE WAS THE FORFEIT 


O conquer the whole world and be worshipped as a god 
was his ambition. 

As a youth, his imagination framed events so stupendous 
hat in twelve short years he was master of the known world. 
le achieved his most romantic dreams through an impulsive 
nergy and high physical courage that led him into unheard-of 
lventures through scenes of the greatest magnificence and 
plendor. All the world looked on with astonishment. The 
lespots of the earth trembled at his name. 

But there was one despot he could not subdue. With power 
rew his appetite for luxury and vice—a tyranny greater than 
hat of blood and chains. Outraged Nature, who had dowered 
im with a glorious genius, demanded his life as the forfeit for 
is crimes and vices while still at the threshold of his career. 
Read the amazing story of Alexander the Great, which is only 
me of many marvelous and true stories told by the famous 
\merican historian Abbott in 


Famous Men and Women i qamiag 
of History ie 


3600 Pages--Large, Clear 
Type —Extra Heavy Paper 
—Rich Cloth Binding 

12 Volumes—Each 
Volume 7!5x5!4 
in.—Full-Page 
Illustra- 
tions in 
Sepia. 


















Stranger Than Fiction 
N°? OTHER SET of books ever written shows so convincingly that Fiction ever lags after | ruth, 


that the wildest imaginings of the romancer after all fall far short of the real facts of History 
Che Romantic facts that the authors have brought out in strong relief in this series, giving the lives 
of the world’s most famous characters, demonstrate how unfruitful is invention. and how cold and 
barren is imagination, in contrast with what life itself can show in ‘those ever changing circumstances 
that make of every fully lived life a romance. The heights and depths, the lights and shadows in the 
lives of historical characters who, instead of being creatures of circumstances, have moulded circumstances 
to their will are full of valuable lessons, aside from affording that variety of interest which is ever the 


mother of enjoyment. 


Remarkable Characters All 





JULIUS CAESAR GENGHIS KHAN 
Ruler tatesman. warrior ari r rit orat rit . “a fter whom ex-Kaelser Wilhelm and hi willing 
| be found of more intense and fascinating pe sine cana & cmiaien a 
interest Genghis K ' ¢ of ; nd te les 
QUEEN ELIZABETH gat f bt Ta 1ad ing 
nd i wved t rld f Pr . 
and in so doir 1 N W WITH 
ALFRED THE GREAT oF ° COUPON 
] thr t mist of ent tt . brings these 12 Intensely Interesting Volumes Right to Your 
, 6 ¢ Dons , a Or send $16.20 with coupon if you 
ALEXANDER THE GREAT lir I ed if the 
Sx D on ‘ Caesar a at I ; y t promise 
ees neodion ‘ lition ‘ e selling 
CLEOPATRA t withis ! nt originally set aside for that purpose. 
Ar 1 Vampire: cursed with a beaut that = ‘ 
: ef beveell ond all with Whoes dhe come in 0x MONEY BACK IF NOT SATISFIED 
— MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY 
PETER THE GREAT 
Greatest f the Czars: the t pe fr 1 ir me eee ae eae ae ae ea 
Russia today. I BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION COMPANY 
— bine mye A OF SCOTS i 416 Brunswick ee New York c ity 
re whose afaires a’ ker Ratan’ & 9t.te, See Pp nt « the 1 th, 
1 the courts of Eu i ot “ef ater I f Famous Men ; id Ww me f Hist ry to be shipped 
WILLIAM THE CONQUEROR hanges prepaid. 1 a ~y hha mit nae Ay mae te ate 
Pe a A _* British Er t man ¥ made a j he of book z Goenioe te b “ a ik 
NERO [ ae ee ee ein . ae 
st: = gaiaaaapat ae OE 
MARIE ANTOINETTE ! 
tiful victim of the I R ion f the I! Addres (Sawaapceeieann 
ing and misunderst 1 figures in history. ! 
JOSEPHINE. 8 Occupation. ....... 0.0.0 css sernrerececeseseveses 
Napoleon's ascent to fame and power; i Sans 
discarde: a an a divenat when fortune smiled. § J 9-11-20 DTALE cer cn ee reeeeeees seeee 










































































